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occaſioned by his former writing of an FEleg y 
in praiſe of: Olzver Cromwel, lately a ba 


And from wild Chaos broug ht great Nature forth F” 
The ſelt-ſame Aroms as they different ran, 
Club'd to a Lyon, Monky, Bear or Man: ; 
From ſuch thin Sires ſuch ſolid Of: rin s grew, ” 
So Divine Wite, like the Fir5f Maiter Thou ; ; 
Thy ſubrle Sparks do ſach ſtrange I rodutts make, 
Thar Thou juſt nothing, yer all For ms canſt take. 
So juſtly thou halt deſerved thy long-worn Bays;- 
Thar as a Trophy ro thy Endleſs'Praiſe; 
Ler that great Poem jts long Silence break ; 
The worthyeſt of thy vaſt Creati on tpe; k. 
Methinks I fancy "Shin ) til Dai 


WW HEN Old Philoſophers wrote the Worlds Birth. 


Was levell'd at Por [ene Sihoyal Hem; - 

And in defeated Rage I ſee kim doom 

His erring Hand r'its flaming Martyrdoni. 

Ler his poor Dceds in dufi Obliviondye ; 

Thy Yengeance with a ſurer Aim-lers fly : 

In keen Tambicks 'gainſt thy Sovere Lord,  - 
Thy Pen was more Sncceſstul than” his Sword. 


So Taft a Pile thy lofty Numbers'raife 
Thoſe Babel-Builders to great WOLOCHS praiſe, 
A Pile which to thy Honour will ſurpaſs 
Even thy own Coreh's Monumental Br af. 
Thou writeſt with ſo much Flame, lamefo refined, 
Ke Poetry 's the Feaver of th Mind : 1 
| Feaver-like in rthofe bleak days of Yore,-: - 
hen Loyalty was Naked left and Poor, ' ; 
Thy Aguilh Veins Chill'd at a Starving Door. 
Burt Burning high rhy active Spirits'run | 
At proſperous Rebellions warmer Sun. 
When Phacton miſled the Day, and: hurl'd 
His ſcatrer'd Fires around the ſcorching World * 
How woul 1} his Glories in thy Meeter Chime, 
The Groans of Worlds thus ſoftned-into Rhime ? 
Or when great Ners ſet his Rem on Fire, 
' And Tuned its Ryine to his jocund Lyre ; | 
How with his Muſick would thy Notes agree, 
A Song, great Bard, fit to be. Set by” Thee.” 
®uch V Vonders have thy powerful Raptures om 
Pythagoras Tranfſmigration thou *&'our-done. ' 
His Souls of Heroes and!great Chiefs Expir 
Down into Birds and eBeaſts cerired. 
Bgrthou7o Savages and Monſters dire, ” we 
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Make Treaſon Glory, Murderers Hetoes ive; = 
And even-czo REGICIDES cant GOD-HEADS give. * 
Thus in thy Songs; the yer-wirm Bloody Darr, '- 
Ercſh reaking in'a Martyr' d Monarchs kieart, | 
Burniſh't by Verſe, and polifht by thy Lines, | 
ſhe Rubies in imperial Crowns out-thines, 
Whilft in Applaute ro thar ſad days Succeſs, 
$o Black a Theme in ſo Divine a Dreſs; _. 
Thy Soaring Hights Promerhers Thefts cxcell ; | 
WhiPft Thou Steal'it Fire from Heaven t'enlighren HELL. 
But ſtay, my Muſe, here change thy gawdy ftrain, 
And ſhew a New, no leſs Prodigious Scene. 
That Lawrell'd Head, whoſe ſweet Melodieus Tengue 
To Cwrſe ye Meroz TO P AA N Sung, | 
A Bag-pipe Drone to the old Piieſtcraft Cant : | 
Who once did Confecrated Daggers chant, .. 
And E -glanas great Ravilliac ſung before ; 
Now Tunes his Pipe to David's Righteous Lore. 
In *cevolas Stump rhe Convert Pen he brings, 
And his Burnt Hand now writes the Fraiſe of Kings. 
Thus Bold, thus Grear, and all in the Extream, 
| His Panegyricks are like Negia''s Dream ; 
kW - This Tribute now ro DawaFWbry, paw. - -- 
A Head of Gold to his old Fagiot Chye® 
No wonder then fo Feelingly-he tells ; 
Of Corahs, Shimeis and Aehitophells. 
Such CharaQers he may well gild ſo fine, | 
VVho 'has their Rich Ore from his own Native Mine. 
How vaſt an Orb has a Foetick-Soul ? 
Graſps all from Eaſt ro Weſt, and Pole ro Pole, 
Its warbling Voice, Right, Wrong, Truth, Falſhood Sings, 
Tuncd to all Srates,” Religions, Gods or Kings. 
Oh Wir how wide is thy Circumference ? --, 057-1 
Where thy AttraQtive Center's Breed and Pence. 
Pence did I ſay | oh» ehoy have charming skill, 
To rowze the Gall of an Herojek Quyl, | 
Is there not mighty ſound and mighty ſence, - 
In great !ſcar:ors thirty chinking Fence ! 
By this Lucina haſh thou born-wirh pain, _ | 
The numerous Off-fprings of thy. xeeming Brait : 
More various Iſſues in N:/e's ſlimy Bed, | 
Not thy own Patron Phebwu ever bred. 
Thy pregnant Hearty, like 1ſraels wanton Luſt, . 
Firſt mould thy Golden Cotves, then pound e'm into Duſt. . 
Write on, and more then Winds or Frenzy Range, 
Keep ſtill thy old Prerogative 16 Change. 
"Tis poor Humanity that's kept in bound, - 
Whilſt power unlimited; is God-like found? _ 
Then thy Grear ſelf, thay wondrous' Poet ſhaw 2 
Honour and Principles diſdain. ; 'for know : - | 
Thy Mercarye's too proud to fix ſo low. | 
All Laws and Bounds jet thy wild Muſe deſpiſe, 
And raign the Frince oth'Air, in which it fiyes. 
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